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  This book’s goal is to bring you awareness and encourage you not to take these opportunities for granted. I strongly believe in you! Use the F.O.R.C.E. inside you to be more dedicated and motivated seeing that all dreams are possible.
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  Introduction


  The main objective for every human being is to be successful and enjoy true freedom. I am here as a living example to say that in America, this goal is attainable. My story will inspire you to remember there are countless opportunities for those who seek and work for them.


  The life lessons I have learned during the thirty-eight years since my arrival to the U.S.A., I have decided to share for I believe it will encourage you to not settle for mediocre living. My story along with a unique philosophy called F.O.R.C.E. that I have developed throughout the years is meant to help the younger generation of this great nation. Any pre-teens, teens, and young adults reading this book will become more aware and APPRECIATE ALL OPPORTUNITIES you have living in America. You have the power to provide positive influence as you go through these critical developmental years and beyond! Every one of us has a force within that drives us on a daily basis. You can use your inner force to get you anywhere in life you desire. If the negative force is used, we all know where that leads; however, if my simple, positive force is used, you will reach the American Dream.


  Young people, do you know that your loved ones and those that truly care for you are a great resource when you are looking for answers and solutions in life? No one cares for you as much as trustworthy people you know; they will prevent you from wandering off toward wrong paths. Remembering my teenage years, I realize more than ever the importance of keeping positive connections with those who have your best interests in mind.


  I also intend to set up a foundation in order to contribute a portion of the proceeds from this book to different causes that would help the quality of life for hungry children and teens who need help to survive and gain higher education. I was given much and now it’s my turn to give. As you grow, may you also be given the rich opportunity of giving back.


  Remember where you come from as you walk forward to a life full of the American Dream.
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  The Journey to USA


  The moment I stepped into that massive 747 bound for America, I felt a sense of anxiousness wash over me. My face felt warm, my chest heavy, and the air thick. The closer I moved toward my seat, the more I fought the urge to turn and push my way out the door. I looked back at my brother, Abe, for guidance and he motioned for me to move forward. Even though every muscle in my fourteen-year-old body wanted to run back to the safety of my parents, I knew I had to keep going. Once I found our row, I slid into my seat and struggled to put on the seatbelt. The beads of sweat running down my face, and my heart trying to burst out of my chest, made me realize how afraid I was to fly.


  The look on Abe’s face showed he was just as nervous as me. Other than what our parents and a few family members had shared with us, neither of us truly understood what moving to America really meant or what our new lives would hold.


  I began to shake as I felt the jet engines rumble. Abe kept telling me that it would be alright, but seeing his eyes well up, I understood that he was repeating it as much for himself as for me. At twenty-two, he was not only leaving behind our parents, but his new wife too, at least temporarily. Our tears streamed as the plane gathered speed down the runway. As afraid as I was to fly that first time, I worried more about what we faced moving to a country where we did not even speak the language.


  I knew my parents struggled with the choice to send me to live in a faraway land without them for they were obviously upset. In the weeks before we left, my mother told us how they believed sending us to America was the only way to give us greater opportunities in life.


  Our brother, Reza, was sent to the U.S. a year earlier. He lived with friends who invited him there in Indiana. Since Reza was eighteen, he could be my legal guardian. Once we arrived in America, Reza would play the role of mother, father, uncle, and other members of our close-knit family.


  Having survived takeoff, Abe and I relaxed a bit and found ourselves distracted by the incredible views from the plane. In 1978, flying was much different than it is now. The flight attendants offered a selection of food and beverages and cheerfully accommodated every request. Even though I was scared, the experience was memorable.


  While Abe seemed to have forgotten his initial fear, I wondered when I would see my family again. I also worried about what my life would be like. I really had no idea what to expect. The only thing certain was that I had to continue my education. The longer we were on the plane, the more I fell into a state of shock. Barely a teenager, all I wanted was to have fun with my friends and live a carefree life. Instead, I was traveling to a foreign land to build a new life. My parents had told me that America was the best country in the world to continue my education, but I had no clue what that really meant.


  Our flight seemed to go on forever. Fortunately, the flight attendants on our way to New York did speak Farsi. After noticing how upset we were initially, they checked on us often, which made me feel better. Although I wondered what would become of us once we arrived in America, Abe and I still made the best of our time in the air.


  We landed at New York’s JFK Airport late in the afternoon, exhausted from the 18-hour flight. Abe and I were in this enormous airport in one of the largest cities in the world. We had no idea where to go and couldn’t read a single sign. Plus, we needed to find a restroom. Abe had to go very bad. By the figures on the signs and people walking in and out, we were able to find the restrooms. To our surprise, each stall required a dime to pay to use the toilet. We didn’t have any dimes, so Abe told me to slide under the door and unlock it. My head barely fit under the door, but I made it though. The strange stares received told us this wasn’t common practice, but we did what we had to do.


  So many people came up to us trying to sell us things. We did not understand English and were scared of being robbed. We focused on avoiding anyone who tried to approach us, while finding our way to the plane that was supposed to take us to our new home in Indiana. Our next flight was on Allegheny


  Airlines and, after much searching, we finally located their ticket counter. Without knowing any English, it was only by some miracle that we managed to get our boarding passes. We found the right gate and were certain we were home free; however, we had no idea what was in store for us!


  Neither Abe nor I realized that we needed to change planes two more times before arriving in Evansville. If the announcements were about changing planes, we had no idea since we could not understand what was said. We dutifully remained seated through each takeoff and landing, confident that our final stop would be Evansville. We were so wrong!


  The cleaning crew was nearly done when they saw us sitting there. Two young kids looking frightened and confused with no idea what was happening. They kept talking to us, until it became apparent that neither of us understood a single word. After looking at our tickets, they must have realized that we were definitely in the wrong city. After a lot of chatter between them, one man came over, motioned with his hand for us to get up, and started leading us off the plane. Abe and I were filled with fear. We had no idea where they were taking us. We had no way to tell them what had happened or to ask for help to get to Evansville. We followed the man to the ticket counter where a number of Allegheny employees were gathered. While they were all talking, they kept looking over at us.


  It was after midnight and from what we could guess, the next flight to Evansville was at 10:00 a.m. Abe was scared and shaking. Trying to comfort him and myself, I said, “Don’t be fearful.” I was hoping we were in good hands since by now, everyone was smiling at us. As I comforted Abe, I began to cry. All of the fear and frustration that I was feeling suddenly came out. I wanted my parents there, so they could tell us what to do.


  At that moment, a beautiful flight attendant came over and smiled at us. While most of the other crewmembers appeared to be laughing about what had happened, she decided to be our lifesaver. Her sweet face was the only thing that calmed me down and I considered her an angel. She coordinated the new flight arrangements, a place for us to stay the night, and the transportation that would get us to the hotel and back to the airport in the morning. I had never met anyone who would go so far out of their way to help two strangers. It was not until later in life that I realized that most Americans I have known possess these same qualities.


  Not long after she stepped in to help, Abe and I were driven to a nice hotel where we were given a room for the night. In the morning, we were served breakfast and shuttled back to the airport in time for the first flight. All of this was at no cost. We experienced for the first time outstanding customer service, a philosophy well-respected in this great nation.


  Meanwhile, Reza, crazy with worry, waited for us to arrive in Indiana. Since there was no internet or cell phones yet, and answering machines were still rare, we had not been able to let him know what had happened. Reza had no idea where we were; he just knew that we were lost in the U.S.A.


  After flying around the States for most of the day, we finally landed in Evansville. Reza had tears of joy as he greeted us. Finally, all of us could relax now that Abe and I were safely in Indiana. After some hugs, sharing the tales of our adventure, and some laughter, we loaded our suitcases into the car and headed toward our new home.


  As we drove to Reza’s apartment, Abe and I were stunned by how nice everything looked. The streets were clean and well kept. We passed children playing, and I saw parents with their kids walking down the street. Already, I missed my family tremendously. I did not know how I could get through this without them. So many thoughts and feelings raced through my mind as we made our way to our new home. My biggest fear was of the unknown … the new life we were beginning in America.


  Once we arrived at our new home, we were greeted by Reza’s roommate and then a few other people as they stopped by that evening. Being several years younger than everyone else, I felt very out of place. I greatly missed my parents and the rest of my family. There were times I felt so homesick and other times I felt completely empty inside. As the first few days passed, I did my best to settle into my new life, while Reza and Abe tried to comfort me.


  It was December and the holiday season was in full swing with Christmas just around the corner. This made for a good distraction. We all enjoyed the spirit of the season in a beautiful church. Reza and his friends saw how much I missed my home and family, so they tried to cheer me up. We went on tours to see the holiday lights and glorious decorations. The holiday decorations, Christmas gatherings, and New Year’s Eve celebrations were all new to me—and I was very


  

  

  

  
    	Appreciate every opportunity in life.



    	Always respect everyone.



    	Never compare yourself to anyone else.
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